TWO SCENES FROM LIFE OF BLONDEL    9

'Twixt the boy's morning dream and the wake-up
of life,

'Twixt the Blondel God meant and a Blondel
I know of!

But the world's better off, I'm convinced of it

now.
Than if heroes? like buns9 could be bought for

a penny

To regard all mankind as their haltered milch-cow.
And just care for themselves.    "Well, God cares

for the many;

For somehow the poor old Earth blunders along,
Each son of hers adding his mite of unfitness,
And, choosing the sure way of coming out wrong,
Gets to port as the next generation will wit-
ness.

You think her old ribs have come  all crashing

through,
If a whisk of Fate's broom snap your cobweb

asunder;

But her rivets were clinched by a wiser than you,
And our sins cannot push the Lord's right hand

from under.
Better one honest man who can wait for God's

mind
In our poor shifting scene here though heroes

were plenty!

Better one bite, at fol'ty, of Truth's bitter rind,
Than the hot wine that gushed from the vintage
of twenty!